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water  and  emphasized  the  perfect  coloring  -  with  the  help  of  the 
before-mentioned  tug  we  were  speedily  taken  across  the  half  a  mile  of 
water  that  Intervened  between  the  Cretlc  and  the  shore. 

The  Portuguese  who  did  the  transferring  look  more  like  Italians  than  I 
expected  but  I  should  have  remembered  that  they  belong  to  the  Latin  race.  We 
stepped  ashore  and  from  then  on  I  was  one  enormous  exclamation  point.  The  city 
Is  called  Porta  del  Gada  and  It  offered  us  endless  excitement. 

The  pink  and  blue  and  buff  of  the  houses  seemed  so  unique.  Fancy  living 
In  a  pink  house  !  The  streets  are  wonderfully  narrow  and  delightfully  paved  with 
cobble  stones  while  mosaic  designs  are  worked  out  In  the  extreme  margin  of  the 
street  that  is  recognized  as  an  excuse  for  a  side  walk.  Houses  directly  on 
the  streets,  and  noticed  especially  for  their  casement  windows  and  the  portico 
effect. 


We  were  seated  in  the  most  fascinating  little  carriages  that  held  four 
people  each.  Ours  was  distinguished  from  the  others  by  the  name  "Damago" 
on  the  doorway. 

Funny  little  donkeys  -  pulling  carts  or  supporting  obediently  on  their 
little  backs  little  kegs  (  presumably  for  oil  )  while  dangling  on  both  sides  one 
could  see  cans  with  long  mouths  -  strutted  demurely  up  and  down  the  narrow 
streets.  Bright  eyed  little  children  ran  along  the  streets  calling  "money  money" 
as  our  carriage  passed.  How  pitiful  that  tourists  are  responsible  for  making  little 
beggars  of  the  native  children. 

Finally  the  carriage  stopped  and  we  got  out  and  entered  the  most 
entrancing  garden  filled  with  tropical  trees,  all  sorts  of  luxuriant  growth  and 
unusual  flowers  and  delightful  hedges  -  but  suddenly  to  my  joyous  surprise  I  saw 
begonias,  fuchias,  roses,  English  daisies  and  bachelor  buttons .  By  means 
of  a  crude  drinking  sign  (  which  I  naturally  could  readily  understand  )  the  gardner 
explained  what  a  grape  vine  was.  It  appears  that  all  sorts  of  things  have  been 
planted  there  and  the  climate  is  such  that  almost  anything  will  thrive.  Such  a 
bower  land  I  cannot  describe  it  -  it  was  glorious  !  Wierd  little  caves,  burrowed 
out  of  the  lava  foundation,  grottoes  and  glens  beautifully  decorated  with  every 

variety  of  vine  and  fern  made  the  sight  a  joy.  Here  and  there  one  could  spy  a  little 
(  ?  )  green  table  placed  in  a  shady  dell  where  one  could  comfortably  rest  on  porcelain 
seats  and  have  time  to  drink  in  the  beauty  of  the  place. 

After  reaching  our  carriages  again,  we  were  driven  to  an  old  cathedral  where 
most  conspicuous  among  its  interests  was  a  beautifully  carved  altar.  Wonderfully 
done  it  was,  then  (  ?  )  into  the  town  we  were  turned  loose  in  the  streets  and 
allowed  to  prowl  along  to  our  hearts'  delight.  Into  one  shop  after  another  we  dashed 
looking  for  (  oh  shame  on  me  !  )  postcards  and  other  suitable  souvenirs.  After 
picking  up  several  appropriate  things  we  were  again  in  the  row  boat  and  soon  found 
ourselves  "home"  again  -  home  on  the  Cretic  -  where  the  Captain  greeted  me  and 
entertained  me  for  about  an  hour. 


